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Many years ago a tiny 
beggar woman was 

shufing her way across 
the Britannian snows. 
Clutching her thread bare 
cloak against the winter 
winds, Trying to keep 
herself 

warm. 

She reminisced in the 
private shadows of her 
mind, about how Britannia 
once was. 

She remembered days of 
yesteryear when she was 

a seamstress to Lord 
British's Guards 

and had sewn fine 

threads for those whom 
bore the shield of Order. 
She was such a good 
seamstress, back in the 
day that her services 
were also requested by 
Lord Blackthorn. 

She mused how once she 
even saw them together 
playing chess together, 
as they always had done. 
Ah those were the days, 
all of Britannia was a 
hustle and bustle 

happy busy citizenry whom 
admired and respected 
Lord British and also 
Lord Blackthorn. 

Aye they differed upon 
views, but they still were 
amicable towards each 


other. 

Some even called them 
friends. 

The beggar woman grasped 
her cloak against the 
winter chill, as tears 
welled up in her eyes. 
She was missing both our 
leaders. 

She was enroute to place 
a tiny memorial upon Lord 
Blackthorn's gravesite. 
One that she had nimbly 
sewn, a tiny cloth Chaos 
shield of finely stitched 
threads. 

She arrived at Lord 
Blackthorn's castle cold, 
hungering and extremely 
tired from her long 
journey for she had 
walked many days to get 
to Lord Blackthorn's 
resting site. 

She seemed to be no 
different from the entire 
population, tired, worn, 
without leadership, and 
sad. 

Winter surely didst not 
help, for it seemed 
especially brutal and cold, 
more so this year than 
many before it. 

The beggar woman softly 
made her way to the 

grave and tears fell from 
her eyes. 

She whispered a small 
prayer softly to the drab 
wintery sky, 

and said "Wherever ye be 
my King Lord British, ye 
are sorely missed, 

and wherever yer soul be 
resting Lord Blackthorn 
we miss ye dearly.” 

Her tears then fell like 
rain and nearly froze into 


ice crystals as they fell 
from her eyes in the 
bitter cold. 

As her tears fell upon 
the gravesite something 
peculiar happened. 

As each tear drop landed 
upon Lord Blackthorn's 
grave a tiny little green 
clover or as some call 
them "“shamrocks” grew. 
The beggar woman was 
frightened! 

What was happening? 

Why were her tears, 
crystal clear, turning into 
tiny little green clovers 
when they hit the 

ground? 

She suddenly heard a 
giggle from behind the 
shrine. 

And when she looked up 
she saw it was a small 
green creature. 

There were rumors that 
these little beings once 
were upon Britannia. 
There are green goblets 
that prove that they 

once did dance upon the 
green fields. 

Some were aggressive and 
attacked people, some 
were not. 

Some citizens called them 
"green pixies” 

others called them 
"leprechauns” 

and others denied that 
they ever existed at all. 
The beggar woman was 

very shaken but the little 
green pixie just kept 
giggling. 

Then suddenly the 
creature darted out 

from behind the dark 
shadow granite of Lord 


Blackthorn's gravesite, 
giggling and darting to 
and fro, to and fro! 
With each leap tiny bits 
of green clovers 

and small blossoms 
appeared in her footsteps! 
The green pixie darted 
back towards the beggar 
woman and shouted 
saying.. 

"No need to cry lass, nor 
fear me! 

Me and my kind visit ye 
humans every year. 

Oft we never let ye see 
us, 

but now and again we do 
appear to someone of 
genuine heart. 

Ye tears for your King 
Lord British 

and for ye leader Lord 
Blackthorn so moved me, 
I let ye see me. 

Don't cry no more lass, 
the darkest of days and 
the coldest of winters 
always ends.” 

The wee green pixie went 
on to say 

"There always is a silver 
lining in the darkest of 
clouds, and a new birth 
always comes, albeit 
sometimes slowly. 

Tis called spring and 
renewal. 

So tell ye citizenry to 
CELEBRATE LIFE and 
living! 

Aye mourn ye losses, but 
nary forget to celebrate 
ye human spirit 

and the spring time 
within ye hearts will 
spring forth, 

to soar again and again. 
Rise up like the new 


green lawn and let ye 
tears become the water 

to grow ye souls clovers 
and blossoms. 

Tis within ye human spirit 
to renew, thus celebrate 
SPRING for winter is oft 
as drab as death itself, 
but lo spring is REBIRTH 
and JOY! 

Celebrate spring! 

There is a wonderful 
place, a verdant green 
isle, 

which lends itself nicely 
to do much of this 

spring celebrating upon, 
The Isle of Moonglow!” 
The wee green Pixie then 
winked once at the 

woman. 

Off the little creature 
dashed, giggling, planting 
more clovers and blossoms 
and as the beggar woman 
looked down, her shabby 
thread bare cloak had 
suddenly become a radiant 
cloak of lavender petals 
upon green leaves! 

Why even her winter 
leathery hands had become 
softened like a rose 
petal. 

The beggar woman raced 
off to tell every citizen 
to celebrate spring 
together and for every 
one all across the 
multiverse of Sosaria, 

to meet upon the same 
green isle at the same 
timing, upon Moonglow for 
the shedding off of all 
our winter sorrows of 
living! 

Moonglow Spring Festival 
tis time to blossom into 
a new life and a new 


season full of hope and 
LIVING! 


